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H&r S W.'SSs John 'WHkes Booth.

WKiri'BS TOR THB SUNDAY REPUBLJC.
Among the srlmmest romances that arose

In the wake of the great CH11 "War was one
that had Its origin in the greatest tragedy
or our history. It ran that John Wilkes''
Booth, the assassin of Abraham Lincoln,
had escaped the frantlo clutch of Justice
at the bands of the anger maddened people
of the North; had escaped the myriad nets
cpread for him and ras living perdu some-whe- re.

his identity concealed or known only
to few.

The world had read and read of the hunt
for the assassin, of his capture In a barn
on a lonely Virginia farm, at night, nearly
a fortnight after his crime, of his Jjjing
shot to death when tho barn "was fired, of
the return of the body to "Washington, of its
secret burial.

When, therefore, years after the terrible
days of 1S63 it began to bo whispered about
that it was not Booth "who had been cap-turn-

at Garrett's farm; that the real
Booth had baffled his pursuers and had
been carrisd in safety to Irance, to

, Canada, to Bngland, to South America or
whcreer the latest whisperer fancied, peo-
ple who heard the whispers asked, first of
oil who, then, had died and been burled in
tho placeand stead of John Wilkes Booth.
Others asked. Was not the body of the
assassin properly .Identified?

Amusing as was the story, it was found
by all who made investigation that the
identlflcation.of the dead.man seemed curi-
ously incomplete. Not one of his captors had
seen Booth in life. He did not expllclty ad-
mit ,htt .identity' in the short time between
receiving his death wound and his death.
His captured companion, Harold, was un-
derstood to deny that it was Booth. Final-
ly the legal identification was made when
the face was unrecognizable, and depended
on the character of an old scar on his
neck.

Tho whisperers said boldly that the deadman was one of the conspirators, but notBooth.
If. then, one admitted the possibility ofBooth's sunhal. where was he? Underwhat mask was he dragging out. his exis-

tence? Where on tho habitable globe wasso great n miscreant screened by those
about him?

Tho answer una at last in the shape ofthe assertion that he had lived for jearsat Atlanta Ga., not as a recluse, not as askulking wretch stealing out at night inthe shadow of a nation's curse, but as aclergyman of the Episcopal Church, and Inthe open light of day!
Ho who was known in life at Atlanta,

Ga., as the Reverend James Armstrong was,
the whisperers said, undoubtedly JohnWilkes Booth!

Duxnfoundlnr and incredible as the asser-
tion seemed. It demanded investigation,
when lo! a wonder of another kind was

Not. indeed, the assassin, but aman so marvelous'y like John Wilkes Booth
In body and mental traits that twelve years
after his sudden death the belief is stillfirmly held In a hundred quarters that hewas Booth.

And. stranger still, tho Reerend Mr.Armstrong well knew of "this resemblance,
and In many waj s. without co ertlv- - saving
so. allowed the belief to live that be Indeedwag the man they thought he was. Once
at a crisis In his life, which was stormy fora minister, when asked by his Bishop be-
fore an ecclesiastical trial court, "Ato vou
John Wilkes Booth?" replied: "I am on
trial as James Armstrong, not as John
vvuices uooin." Pressed further, he refusedis affirm or deny. .

o

."i.

To account for this attitude on tho part
of a minister of the gospel one must search
In the strange bywajs of the human mind.
Ihe love of mystery Is one clew. Beside it
there was something, too, of tha loe of
notoriety that would rather be marked
apart as the reverend hero of Hawthorne's
"Scarlet Letter" ws marked thin pass as
a common man; the state of mind In. which
Dante permitted the Italian peasants to Fay
uncontradicted as he passed with the far-
away look In his eyes: "Do not touch him,
children; he Is the man who has been in
hell."

Other and less excusable, but equally
human reason there was Back of the
dreadful time when the clergj man's double.
John Wilkes Booth, leaped Into an accursed
prominence the Reverend Doctor Armstrong
had been making a personal history- - that
he would not care to see umetled. He""was
In the South. Those who might suspect
that he was Booth would be likely to
delie into that pist if they thought that
such delving would uncoer the man who,
however madlv and fatally for tha South
Itself, had risked his life in what he
thought her cause. Policy, therefore, and
the curious bent of an unusual mind con-Join-

to let the story keep on Its way.
How It crew, how its survival was bo

long possible, upon what meat of rumor,
circumstance, lnuendo and assumption it
fed make a remarkable story. Above all is
the extraordinary likeness down to minute
details between the two men the actor-assass- in

and tho clergyman-acto- r for Doctor
Armstrong's tastes lay not toward the pul-
pit, but toward the stage. His volco was
remarkable, and his personal magnetism
great!. He organized amateur theatricals
among the joung folk of the parish, and
his favorite clays ,w ere. Shakespearean. Be-- r

fore he died he went on tho lecture plat-
form, and his most remarkable lectures
were "RIchard.HI" and "Hamlet."

Circumstantial evidence "colngto prove'
that he was Booth cropped up on all sldeB
during his life In Atlanta. Tears after the
dreadful event of April 14; .1855, .when .Ed win"'
Booth, the actor, ventured to play again
through the South, the Reverend Doctor
Armstrong occupied a stage box In the
opera-hous- e at Atlanta. Ga.

When theso two men looked Into each
other's ees across the footlights the

who were In the audience will tell
you that they felt the play pausa. Edwin
Booth stood staring from the center of the
stage at the likeness of his brother, and
that night he visited the Reverend Doctor
Armstrong In a close carriage at 1 o'clock
In the morning

Every time he came to the town he
sought out the doctor. They were fast
friends. 'Everything he could do to further
the belief In Southern minds Doctor Arm-
strong old. He openly visited Edwin Booth
at the Kimball Hotel, enjoying the signifi-
cant glances which were cast upon hlmr

"No, he won't. His friends are power-
ful "

Then they laughed nnd called attention
to the extradition laws which existed in the
United States which It seemed to them
were fashioned to return a horse thief, but
not a political murderer.

In the meantime, as time- went on, my
father died and I married and moved south
with my family ten years ago to Atlanta.
Ga. We were Episcopalians and ettended
St. Philip's Church. Among the church
leople who called to nake us fel at homo
n our new surroundings was Mrs. ArmJ

strong, the widow of the Reverend James
G. Armstrong, who had died two or threejeirs before. She was a very pleasant
woman, about 50 years old. When I returned
her call, some days later, and was ushered
Into her parlor. I was thunderstruck to see
tinon an eatel a life size crayon of J.
Wilkes Booth. He was dressed in a long
black ecclesiastical frrwlr mnt nnd worp a
white collar around his neck after the fash-- v

and found ma looking wild eyed at, tha
picture. -

"Where did ou get this picture?' I ex
claimed, greatly excited. "This is the listplace In the world where I exnected to find' portrait of J. Wllkea Booth."

-J c S,yrK' -- i!&?V

3, 1903. IT

Height 6 feet 1 Inch.
Hair.... Black, thick.

straight.
Beard. ... None, and no appear-

ance of beard.
Checks .. Red on tha Jaws.
Face Moderately full.
Age 22 or 21 years.
Eyes ......- - Large, not prominent

(dark blue).
Brows Not heavy, but dark.
Complexion... ........ Healthy.
Noso - Etralght, well formed,

medium size.
Mouth .... Small; lips thin; upper

lip protrudts when hs
talks.

Chin.... . Pointed and prominent.
Medium size.

- Soft, showing no signs of
hard labor.

Fingers ..... Long and tapering.
Shoulders Broad.
Waist Taper.
Figure Slight.
General appearand Strong looking; manners

not gentlemanly; vul-

gar.

,o latched rather 'nervously. I thought.
and said, without looking at me:

"So many have mide that same mistake.
"Mistake? Mistake?" I said.
"Yes. for that is a picture of my nsba"a:

the Reverend Mr. , Armstrong, as he ap
peared when a young man

Still looking at the picture, I shook my

h"Dl'd you know hlmr- - she asked, wly.
"Yes. I saw him often in Washington and

my father knew him nnd loved him.
'Dear, dear," she said, sighing. Th w

such a small world after all.
In a f"W moments the door opened ana a

young woman of about twenty-fo- ur j cars
of age came into the room.. She had darK
brown hair and big. blue gray

struck with her remarkable in-blanc- e

to 'the Booth family. She looked
and'actcd'and talked unevery .wa,v like a
Booth. Sho was Mrs. Armstrongs only
daughter,. Mrs. Glenn.

Mrs Armstrong repeated to her daughter
my exclamation abouCthe picture.

"Oh!" exclaimed the daughter, clasping
.her hands and looking at me with a bright,
eager, anxious expression. "Did vou taKo
him for J. Wilkes Booth? That man is my
ideal. Did you know him?"

I nodded.
"You are the second one I have spoken to

who knew him, and they all speak so kindly
of him. It was very sad."

"Oh, 4f my father were alive now, I
said. Naturally my Interest was aroused,
and I determined to find out who the Rever-
end Mr. Armstrong was. I talked with
Judge Strong, who had Uvea in Atlanta.
Ga, all his life, and was best fitted to tell
me. At first he would say nothing, putting
me off with the remark:

"You know, Mrs. Reeves, that wa South-
erners have our little secrets
ARMSTRONG'S ADVENT IN ATLANTA- -

But when he found that my father was a
Southerner, and had done so much In
horses and money for the South during tha
war he talked more freely.,

"You know," he said, "the Reverend Mr.
Armstrong was no more fitted to be In a
pulpit than I am. He came to us about
nine years ago from Richmond, Va., bring-
ing with him his wlf and daughter. Wo
needed a paster in the church, and he

reached a trial sermon. No one knew whoSe was or where h came from, but tho
sermon was magnificent The man's won-
derful personal magnetism charmed us all.
From the moment ho opened his mouth un-
til the close of the service ho held us
spellbound. We secured him, and he
proached In the church for many years.

"The first thing he did was to get up
Shakespearean classes and amateur the-
atricals among the young folks. It was
during a rehearsal of the first of these per-
formances that I had my suspicions
aroused. I went to the rehearsal and heardthe Reverend Mr Armstrong instructing , ayoung man in his part The minister be-
came an actor for the boy and showed hlmr
how to put fire into his lines. The momenthe opened his mouth and strode upon thattage, with tha curious limn which he al
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rh steal Description, Se-

cured by the New Tork
Herald, of tha Reverend
James Glasgow Arm-
strong.
feet H inch.

Black, thin, long and
straight.

None, and no appearance
of beard.

Sallow.
Thin.
C3 j cars when ho died.
Large, not prominent

(dark bluo).
Not heavy, but dark.
Swarthy.
Straight, well formed,

medium size.
Small; lips thin; upper lip

protruded when hs
talked.

Pointed and prominent
Medium size.
Soft, showing no signs of

hard labor.
Long and tapering.
Broad.
Taper.
Slight
Strong looking; manners

gentlemanly, not vul
gar.

I

ways had, I knew that J. Wilkes Booth
was beforo us."

It seems that the Reverend Mr. Arm-
strong's life was not altogether a peaceful
one. About two jears after ha took charge
of the flock he mvsterlously disappeared
from Atlanta, and was gone two wess.
When he came back he was haggard and
worn, as if from the effects of dissipation.
But his term of repentance lasted only six
months. At the end of that time ho again
disappeared, but was later seen by a
member of fcls church In Charleston, S. C.
When he came back to Atlanta ha was
tried by his Bishops for conduct unbecom-
ing a clergyman. During the courso of the
trial one of the Bishops asked him. point
blank:

"Are you, or are you not, J. Wilkes
Booth?"

The clergyman showed no signs of em-
barrassment, but looking his questioner
straight In the eye, calmly replied:

"I am not bplnir tried as J. WflltM "Rnnth- -

I am being tried as the Reverend JamesArmstrong. "
This did not satisfy the Bishop, and he

pressed the question further, whereupon
the dominie refused cither to deny or to
affirm It. The findings at the trUl did not
favor Mr. Armstrong.

Another significant incident which still
further went to confirm my suspicions wa9
that Edwin Booth, the actor, brother of
J. Wilkes Booth, visited tho Reverend Mr.
Armstrong on tho first occasion, and on
every occasion, that he plajecl in Atlanta.
Ga., or The actor, aftef the cur-
tain had fallen, would drive to the rectory
In a closed carriage, there at 12
or 1 o'clock at night He would remain
closeted with the minister when all tho
house was asleep, and return to his hotel
as quietly, and, some said, as stealthily, as
he came.

These facts In Mr. Armstrong's career
were told me by Judge Strong and others.I afterwards learned a great deal from
Mrs. Armstrong. She Bald that one day,
while she and her husband were on a traincoming from Chattanooga, Tenn., astranger passed and repassed In tha aisle,
looking Intently at her husband as if heknew him. Finally .the stranger put hishand on her husbnnd's arm and exclaimed- -

"Why, Wilkes Booth can it be possible
that this Is you?" She heard her husbandsay, "Hushr and then, rising, add:

"You are mistaken, sir, I am the Rever-
end Mr. Armstrong. This Is my card. Iwill be glad to see you at any time."

The stranger took the card and pased
down the aisle, and Mrs. Armstrong saidthat when her husband sat down he wastrembling violently. That was the first timethat she had her suspicions aroused as to
the identity of her husband. When shegot home she was continually asking him
about It, but he would give her no satis-
faction. herself told the Bishop of the
occurrence, which was why he asked thequestion at the trial later. Indeed, it was
saia toai alter ne uau ivn me cnurcn Doc-
tor Armstrong in a moment of excitement
had saidl

"Never forget tbat you havefW!Ikei

i'Jvg."tvJTt '?X'& f& u:r Wt

Booth for husband, and Lincoln's blood Is
Btlll on his hands."

Whatever truth or. Imagination there may
have been In this story. It is certain that
mother and daughter-remaine- d loyal to the
man they loved.

MilIo I was In Atlanta I became very

to take a fancy to me because I had recog-
nized J. Wilkes Booth In her father's pic-
ture. She often asked me about his career
In Washington and what people said about
him. Colonel Glenn, her husband, was a
law er, and at the time I speak of had just
become Involved In some legal trouble. His
wife, greatly exercised, fled to me for com-
fort in her trouble. She was hysterical and
so much excited that she had lost control
of herself. After I had heard Judge Strong's
story nnd knew so much about It, I de-

termined to find out all I could from the
daughter. I nked her to tell me the truth.
Then It was that she broke down.

"What shall I do?" she cried. "There
Is nothing In this world for me but sor-
row. I don't know who my father Is ex-

cept what he told me that dreadful night,
I can never forget It You say that he Is
Wilkes Booth, and others siy so, too. And
it Is the first thing my husband casts into
my face when we quarrel. It must

My only happiness In this world now
lies In leading the same life that he lived
I mean that I must go. upon the stage to
support mvself. My Uttlo girl will bo here,
for mother is more of a mother to her than

About three months after that, she came
to New York, where she stud led to S won

!. ctoiro- - Shi iiaa a. uckuiuui u. ......
thorough musician I do 'not knowwas a I u

what her stage name was nor wnai "
nlaved In Kc--v York. She was pniy on iu

when she died. As far as Istage a..year ...- n..nf II Kill! tllllurs. jviuisi..u.., - -;- - ""Know,
Atlanta Go., with her granddaughter. I
believe that the Reverend Mr Armstrong

Booth, the murdererIs J. Wilkes
Abraham Lincoln, and there .are maw

peoplo In Atlanta. Ga., who hold the same
belief.

PURSUED BY SIX HORSES.

Bert Levy's Exciting Race Down
Mountain Grade.

REPUBLIC SPECIAL.
Callstoga, Mont, May S. Pursued by six

frightened horses from a freight team, Bert
Lovy nnd his wife, in a light buggy, clat-

tered down the St Helena Mountain grade.
Tho freight horses had been hauling a
heavy wagon up the grade, but becoming

frightened by R wine puncheon that rolled

from a wagon ahead of them down upon tha
leaders, they whirled quickly In the narrow
road, tOro the fore wheels from the wagon,
pulled the driver. Will Carter, from his
teat and then galloped madly down the hill.

Levy heard them coming and whipped up
his horse. Had the fllng horses struck his
buggy they would have thrown It over Into
the canon below, so-h- plied the whip nnd
kept ahead. The race continued for some
minutes, until tho leaders of the six horsis
shied tq the side. One went on each side
of a pine tree, and In a moment the road
was a mass of plunging horses and tangled
harness.. Then Levy stopped his buggy and
went back to help Carter.

Tho accident occurred at what Is known
as "Dusty Bond," the scene of several stage
hold-up- s. It was fortunate that the occur-
rence did not turn out to be a very serious
one.

Levy is a. n merchant of Lower
Lake.

A TEXAS WONDER.
HALL'S GIIEAT DISCOTERT.

One bottle of The Texas Wonder, Hall's
Great Discovery, cures all kidney and blad-
der troubles, removes gravel, cures dia-bot-

seminal emissions, weak and lame
backs, rheumatism and all irregularities of
the kidneys and bladder in both men and
women; regulates bladder troubles In chil-
dren. If not sold by your druggist will be
sent by mall on receipt of JL One small
bottle Is two months' treatment and will
cure any case above mentioned. Dr. B. W.
Hall, sole manufacturer, P. O. Box 629. St.
LouI. Mo. Send for testimonials. Sold by
all druggists. Office. 2831 Olive street

READ THIS.
Jacksonville, 111.. Sept 23. 1302. Nearly

three years ago, with a second attack of
serious Illness, I was surprised to learn
that I had diabetes. Providentially I wa3
led to procure a bottle of Dr. E. W. Hall's
Specific for Kidney and Bladder Troubles,
known as A TEXAS WONDER, Less than
half of the $1 bottle effected a complete
and permanent cure. Consequently I be-

lieve It to be a. medicine of very great
valus. I B. KENT, Evangelist
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inwrnm.
Fourteen-Year-Ol- d Girl Heard the

Great Conspiracy Discussed and
Afterward Believed She Had
Discovered Booth in Atlanta, Ga.

On the nljht that Lincoln was shot. April
H. 1S63, I was In Washington with my
father, at the National Hotel. I was then
a little girl about 14 vears old. My father
was there In company with a man mmed
Thompson, a lobbvlst. The first that I heard
of tho troub'e was In the afternoon about
4 o'clock. Thompson came to my father's
room and said:

"Those fellows are all down at the saloon.
They are crazy drunk and well guarded."

"I was out about an hour ago." said
father, "and met two or three of the gang
on the way to the saloon."

"Keen out of the way." Thompson replied,
"for they would sou at the drop of
the hat Johnnv Surratt has sent hone to
hi mother for a gun."

"Rash boy!" said my father. "He is go-
ing to get that unfortunate woman into
trouble "

Tho rest of th conversation Is lndiitlnct
In my mlrd. but I remember that prominent
names weie mentioned, such as "Andy"
Johnson. McClellan. Grant and General
Roecran.

About 6 o'clock In the evening father and
J went out on Pennsylvania avenuo. We
.went almost to the steps of the Capitol.

, (where father met teveral gentlemen. He
Joined them and they took him asldti nnd
talKeu witn mm m low tones, exciieaiy,
while I stood on the outskirts. One of the
gentlemen, noticing me, said to my father,
loud enough for me to hear:

"You'd better take the child and go
home."

Father and I returred to the hotel, and
after dinner he and I went to our room and
father told me In a very earnest minner
not to leave the room, no matter what hap-
pened. He seemed so earnest that he fright-
ened me bv his manner. Child though I
was, I felt that something; dreadful wf.s go-

ing to happen, and though I went t bed
I did not go to sleep. Some time Li the
early night, after 10 o'clock, there came a
dreadful knock on the door and Mr. Thomp-
son rushed In. exclaiming to my father in
a horrified voice:

"My God. they have done It!"
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"What have thev done?" asked my father.
'Thej've shot Lincoln."
"My God. they've shot the wrong man!

said father.
"Poor Abe! Poor Abe!" they both said to-

gether.
-- "What else have they done?" asked
father.

"They've killed Senard. too. and the fool
who shot Lincoln was so drunk that he has
broken his leg."
, ' How did he do It?"

"He hasn't had a mouthful all day. and
they had to fill him with liquor and make
him do It: and he fe'l."

"Then they've got him, have they?"
"No. thtv haven't, and they won't"
"How can he escape?" said father.
"That's all right Ever thing U prepared

all along the line, and once he crosses Har-
per's l"erry he's safe."

"What happened'to Grant?"
"The coward fll to New York."
"How was that?" said father. "I thousht

he was gong to the theater with him."
"Yes. he was to; but fifteen minutes. be-

fore th time he senr a telegram that hs
was called to New York."

"Somebodj will have to pay for this."
said my father.

"Oh! don't worry." said Mr. Thompson.
"They're In hot pursuit, and they will bring
a dummy back "

"What do vou mean by a "dummy?" "
'I mean they won't get him. but a dead

bodv will come back."
"What has become of Surratt?" asked my

father.
"He Is not far. and I'm afraid they'll

get him before morning."
"And that poor woman! The '11 make her

swing for It."
"Yes. and Garfield will do it." said Mr.

Thompson.
Their manner of talk was so tense and

so vehement, and their words so strange,
that I sat bolt upright In the next room
nnd bgan to sob aloud, and my father,
hearing me. left his companion and came
to quiet me. He questioned me as what I
had heard, put his head on the pillow
until I went to sleep, and then left mf.
The next morning when I woke it was to
hear the hoof heats of the horses on tho
cobblestone pavement up ard down la

avenue The cries of the peopl
and the noise In the street brousht th"
scene of the last night back to me very
vividly, and though I did not realize whnt
had happened I remember I kept saylns
over to mjself while I was dressing:

The've killed him! Thc've killed
him!"

Before we went down to breakfast I re-

member my father came to me and, look-
ing Into my ees, made me promise that-- I

would never tell a soul or even my mother
or sister w hat I had heard the night Bey
fore. He said that If 1 ever a
word of it to any one I would lose mv
father. And I never have forgotten hti
words, and I have never said anything
about this until this moment, and even
now I will not tell who my father was.

As I look back on It, It seems to me that
my father, like many other gentlemen of
that time who were strong Southern sym-
pathizers, may have been working for trM
South and may have ben connected with
the first plan of tho conspirators to abduct
the heads of the National Government:
but I am Bure. Judging from the warnings
of Mr. Thompson to my father to keep off
the street or he would be shot by the
drunken ruffians in the tavern, that he had
refused to have anything to do with the
conspiracy when It proposed to take life.

As no one was allowed to leave Washing-
ton without a Dass from the War Depart-
ment. It was three davs before my father
was able to come to New York. We left
our baggage behind us. and sent for It after
the excitement was over.

A NEW JOHN WILKES BOOTH.

The next thing that I remember was In
Camden, N-- J., four ears later, at a hott I

there. During dinner father engaged In
conversation with a gentleman whom he
knew from the South. I heard the conver-
sation.

"Well." said the Southerner. "I under-
stand Booth Is flourishing In Paris" "

"Indeed!" replied my father. Who told
you that?"

"My brother Gilbert, the actor, talked
with him there: and you know Gilbert Is
not given to fairy tales."

"Well," said father, "Booth better M
careful or he will be marched back." ;- -
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YOU WILL

NEED MONEY
TO SEE THB WOXDERFVL SIGHTS

I WHEN THB

WORLD'S FAIR OPENS.
Starts Savings Account with

as. 3 Interest allowed, com-
pounded twice a tear. 2 In-
terest on current accounts, cred-ite- d

monthly.

N. W. Comr ,

4th and Olive
THOMAS H. WAGNER, Seoratary HENRY KOEHLER, JR., Praaldant

W. L. MoDONALD, Traaaurar.

Constipation
Tonic

When the sewer of a city becomes stoDDed up. the refuse, haeki
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and rots, spreading disease- -
genus inrougnoui mo enure city. n-- r

of sickness follows. It is tho -- m

when the bowels fail to work.
undigested food backs into the system ' fit rots and decays. From this

mass the blood fans up all the dis an
and at every heart ueat carries

every tissuejust as the water works up
forces impure water into every i --i

h. tlxne oniy way to cure a condition
to cure the constipation. Fills J
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GRAPE TONIC rf

creating
An epidemic
same way
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and the

MULL'S
Is crushed fruit tonlclaxathra

which permanently cures the affliction.
The tonic properties contained in the grape
fro into nverv nflliRtpd tissue and creates

strength and health. It will quickly restore lost flesh and make
rich, red blood. As a laxative its action is immediate and posi-
tive, gentle and natural loirs Grip Tonic Is guaranteed or money back.

Send 10c. to Lightning Medicine Co, Bock Island, ID., tat large
simple bottle. All druggists seU regular staid bottles for so cts.
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